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remembered many impious acts on Yan's part in
the past, to avenge which he felt himself to
be their duly appointed instrument. Further-
more, to convince them of the excellence of his
motive (and also to protect himself against the
influence of evil spirits) he advanced repeating
the words of an invocation which in his youth
he had been accustomed to say daily in the
temple, and thereupon Yan knew that the"
moment was at hand.

"Behold, master!" he exclaimed suddenly, in
clearly expressed words, "something lies at your
feet/'

Chou-hu looked down to the floor and lying
before him was a piece of silver. To his dull and
confused faculties it sounded an inaccurate detail
of his prearranged plan that Yan should have ad-
dressed him, and the remark itself seemed dimly
to remind him of something that he had intended
to say, but he was too involved with himself to
be able to attach any logical significance to the.
facts and he at once stooped greedily to possess
the coin. Then Yan, who had an unfaltering grasp
upon the necessities of each passing second, sprang.
agilely forward, swung the staff, and Brought it
so proficiently down upon Chou-hu's lowered head
that the barber dropped lifeless to the ground
and the weapon itself was shattered by the blow.
Without a pause Yan clothed himself with his
master's robes and ornaments, wrapped his own
garment about Chou-hu instead, and opening a
stone door let into the ground rolled the body
through, so that it dropped down into the <?ave
beneath, He next altered the binding of his hair
a little, cut his lips deeply for a set purpose, and
218